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' 2, The letter by the German Rear-Admiral von
Trotha, published in the English Press could, neither by
its wording nor by its implication, have any influence on
my way of acting/

A copy of this letter was sent to the German
Government.

On the festival day at the end of November I was re-
united with my Chief of Staff and the officers, as well as
a number of men, of the Interned Squadron. We spent
two and a half months more of suspense at Donnington
Hafl, and once again I enjoyed the savour to the full of
that which is held locked up, through things held in
common in a united body of officers, in their spirit, in
their feeling of comradeship, and in their tireless enthusi-
asm for their profession. The Naval Corps of Officers
thus seemed to me to be the last and noblest blood of
that which the much decried but yet so very prosperous
militarism of the Hohenzollerns put into motion.
In the last days of January the hour of our freedom
struck. On the sgth, just after midnight, the prison
doors of Donnington HaJl were opened. A special train
brought us to Hull. There lay the German steamer in
which we were to embark and which was to take us to
Wilhelmshaven.
Harsh and unreconcilable was the passage from victori-
ous England, the country where patriotism, order, and
cleanliness ruled and where a man's standing was taken
for granted, to beaten Germany. Even the steamer gave
one an idea of the low state to which Germany had sunk.
Still, it was going homewards. On the night of the
29 January the anchor was weighed and we left Hull